Helen, this age, by your exceeding worth
and sceptred grace bedazzled or made blind,
does not acclaim the empress of mankind,
whose majesty should have fulfilled the earth*
Alas! with greed besotted, in its dearth
it spurns the virtue which transcends the mind,
leaving your poet in your voice to find
echoes beyond the world that have their birth*
You needed but to speak, and love, that listened,
granted my ear immortal understanding,
and to your miracle unsealed my eyes.
I hold love's fief from hands divinely christened,
vassal by right, who first saw God attending
upon the lordship of your Paradise*
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